CHAPTER III

A  CITY OF A THOUSAND  AND  ONE   SINS

IN fourteen years of following foreign frails
together, Harry Chase, my camera-colleague, and
I have halted our caravan in many a far-off city,
the mere recollection of whose name makes us
long to bundle up our bedding-rolls again.

There's Cairo, Fez, and Ispahan,

Bangkok and Singapore;
There's Trebizond and Teheran

There's Rio and Lahore.
Around the name of each there clings

Enchantment's golden veil;
The magic of strange lands and things,

The glamour of the trail.

None fascinated us more than Peshawar, Paris
of the Pathans, city of a thousand and one sins,
and the gateway to Central Asia. It was here
that we prepared for our journey to Kabul,
capital of "forbidden Afghanistan". Like Con-
stantinople, New York, or Singapore, Peshawar
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